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Which that they finde fast stoke, But they with craft it have unloke. They loken in, where as they founde, A body dede, which was iwounde In cloth of gold, as I said ere. The tresor eke they founden there Forth with the letter, which they rede. And tho they token better hede. Unsowed was the body sone. As he that knewe, what was to done, This noble clerk with alle haste Began the veines for to taste, And sigh her age was of youthe. And with the craftes, which he couthe, He sought and found a signe of life. With that this worthy kinges wife Honestely they token out And maden fires all about. They laid her on a couche softe, And with a shete warmed ofte Her colde brest began to hete, Her herte also to flacke and bete, This maister hath her every jointe With certaine oil and balme anointe, And put a liquour in her mouthe, Which is to few clerkes couthe, So that she covereth ate laste. And first her eyen up she caste, And whan she more of strengthe caught, Her armes bothe forth she straught, Held up her hond and pitously She spake and saide : Where am I ? Where is my lord, what world is this ? .    As she, that wot nought how it is. But Cerimon that worthy leche Answerde anone upon her speche And said: Madame, ye ben here,